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Friday, 4 December

As we went down to Lacock last evening we fell in with Mr.
Roach the Vicar standing at his gate. He walked into the village
with us saying he was cold and sorrowful, for his daughtet had just
returned from Chippenham with the sad news that in the terrible
gale of last Sunday morning the La Plata telegraph cakle-laying ship
foundered after springing a leak and went down off Ushant in the
Bay of Biscay with sixty souls, amongst whom was the Captain of
the ship, Captain Dudden, who married poor Georgia Spencer.
The Spencers are in deep grief and they dare not tell the poor
young widow of her loss as she is expecting her first child and very
delicate. It is very remarkable that Captain Dudden sailed on this
fatal voyage with a strong and sad reluctance, weighed down by a
dark and sorrowful presentiment that he would never return. He
made his poor young wife promise that she would not look at a
newspaper till after her confinement and he told Lloyd's agent if and
when the ship went down to telegraph, not to his wife, but to his
father-in-law at Chippenham. Yet then there was no presage of a
storm.

Thursday, 10 December

In consequence of an invitation from Adelaide Cholmeley I went
to Bristol this morning and spent a happy merry day with her and
Elk and Jessie Russell who is staying witn them at I Carlton Place.
Adelaide was very kind and encouraged me very much about
matters in Lincolnshire. She said, 'Katie likes you very much*.
Katie, dear Katie, wanted very much to write to me and could not
understand why she should not. 'Why/ she said, remonstrating
with her Mother, 'Jessie writes to him.* Dear Katie, she is as brave
and true as steel. Well, patience, patience, hope and wait. The
course of true love never did run smooth. But I do long and yearn
to see her again. Adelaide has brought back from Lincolnshire
a charming vignette of Katie. It is a grand, noble face, very hand-
some and something much better than handsome. Adelaide lent
me her old photograph of Katie in her riding dress to go on a long
visit to Langley.

Jessie Russell is a capital girl, nice, bright, lively and amusing and
perfectly unaffected. After our early dinner she, Ella and I went for
a walk over the Suspension Bridge along the edge of Nightingale